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King. Ragcmuft : bewtlVft<i6c!| r ^ i;c -‘ r,tf:;; ‘v * ■_ • «r0 

Giue me his gage,'titons rhake Lebpanls tame. 

Mowb. Yea, hut not changehis fpots, take but my flianie 
And I refigne my gage my deare dearc Lord. 

The pure!! trcafure>m6rtall tithes affcfot'd, 

Is fpotlefte reputation, that away ■* !f i c i 
Men ate but guildedloameior painted'tlay^ U: 

Alevvell ilia tcnne times hard vpchefts 
Is a bold fpirit in a loyall bfeafh 
Mine honour is my life,both grow in one. 

Take honour from mejand'my life is done.* 

Then (deare my Licgejrxiihe honour let me try. 

In that I liue,and for that will I die. 

King. Coofio throw vp your gage,do you beginne, 

Tul. OGod defend my fouie from fuch deepefinne. 
Shall 1 feeme Crefl-fallen in hiyfathers fight? 

Or with pale bcgger-facc impeach my height. 

Before this out-darde daftard’ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with ftich feeble wrong. 

Or found fobafe aparlee,my teeth fhall teare. 

The flauifh motiuc ofrecahting fearei 
And fpit it bleeding in h ts high difgrace, 

Whercftiame d<5thharbour,euen inMowbratesface. 

King. We were hot borne to fue,but to commaund, 
Which fince wee cannot do to make you friends,. 

Be readie as your life fhall anfwere it. 

At Couentry vpon Saint Lambards day, 

Therefhall your (words and launces atbitrate 
The fwdlinz difference ofyour fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone you, you fhall fee 
Juftice defigne the Victors chiualrie: 

Lord Mar fhall, commaund our Officers at Armcs, 

Be readie to dire# thefe home alarmes. && 


Enter Iohn of (jaunt, with the Duchejfe of Glocefter . 
Gaunt. Alas the part I had in Woodftocks bloud, 
poth morefollkite rue then yoar exclaimed 
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King Richard the ftconi* 

•*To (Hrre againft the butchers of his life 
gut fince corrc&ionheth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we ca nnot corre A, 

Put we our quarrell to the wil of heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Duchejfe Findes brotherhood in thee no (harper fpurrrf 
Hath loue in thy old bloud no liuing fire? 

Edwards feuen fonnes wherof thy felfeartone, 

Were as feuen viols of his facred bloud, 

Or feuen fairc branches fpringing from one rootc: 
Soraeofthofe feuen are dried by natures courfc. 

Some of thofe branches by the Deftinies cut:j 
But Thomtu my deere Lord, my life, my Gioccfi er. 

One viol ful of Edwards (acred bloud. 

One flouri filing branch of his mod royal! rootc 
Is crackt, and al the precious liquor (pile. 

Is hackt downe, andhisfummerleaucs al faded 
By Enuies hand, and Murders bloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
Tharmettal, that felfe mould, that fafhioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou liueft and breathed. 

Yet art thou flainc in him, thou doeff confcnt 
In feme large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feeft ehy wretched brother die , 

Who was the model of thy fathers life , 

Call it not patience Gaunt, it is difpairc. 

In fuffering thus thy brother to be fiaughtred, 

Thou file weft the naked pathway to thyitfe. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee ; 

That which in mcane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in noble breads. 

What fhal I f ay? t 0 fafogard thy own life, • 

i he beft way j s to venge my Glocefters death. 

Gam Gods is the quarrell for Gods fubftitutc. 

His deputy annointed m his fight, 
a*r, caufd his death, the whitb,if wrongfully 
st leau?n teuenge ,for I may ncuer lift 
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